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Bedroom in a tenement flat in Glasgow. The only 
light comes from the street lamps outside. Ona 
low, narrow bed, in half-sitting posture, lies 
the father, Monty, a man of sixty or thereabouts. 
In the wan light from the street the head should 
bear something of the quality of a death mask. 
Near him bottles and glasses glint. The head 
adroops in a drunken sleep. 


Standing by the window his daughter, Ellen, a girl 
of about twenty. Beside her a wheelchair. 


A figure approaching in the long narrow street 
holds her gaze. A young man comes into view and 
glances towards the one-story window before 
entering the close. 


Knocking comes. Carefully the girl moves the 
wheelchair to one side, towards the bed, and enters 
the more complete darkness of the lobby. She opens 


to a aiffident youth of about her own age. He has 
books in his hands. This is Terence. 


Terence: Is Eddie in? 
Ellen; No, he went out wi’ Robert. 


Terence: I brought him these, You don't know where 
he might be? 


Ellen: Some pub most likely. 
Terence: Oh. 


Ellen: They shouldn't be that long though. Want tt 
wait? 


f= 


Terence: If I wont be in the way. 


Elden Come on in, 


(ex stand together in the dark. ) 


Sorry. We're used to it. 


Ah'tll take yer coat. 


Terence: Thanks. You're Ellen, aren't you? 


Ellen: That's right. Sit down. Youtll be Terence: poet 
and scholar. 

Terence; Well, Terence anyway. . 

Ellen: Kh know quite a lot about you. What are the books? 


Terence: Jh just some... 

Ellen: tddie ask for these? 

Terence: fo, not exactly but I think he wants them. | 
Ellen: thtll bet he doesn't. He'll think they're cissy. 
Terence: jut he reads lots of poetry. He even writes some. 
Ellen: Tell, well. You live and learn. 

Terence: )!you think they're cissy? 


Ellen; Atm not Eddie, am Ah? - Youtre a bit early for 
he party. : 


Terence: ‘outre having a party? 


Ellen: 


Terence; 


Ellen: 


Terence: 


Ellen: 


Terence; 
Ellen: 
Terence; 
Ellen: 
Terence: 
Bllen: 
Terence; 


Ellen: 


Terence; 


Ellen; 


Terence: 


Ellen: 


Didn't you know? There's always a party when 
Robert comes home. 


Who's Robert? 
Ah might have guessed. Eddie wouldn't tell 

ou. Robert's the black sheep. He's just 

done three. Peterhead. 
Three years? 

Three years. He blows safes. Supposed to be 
quite good at it. Eddie worships him, scars 
an! all. 
Why do you say he wouldn't tell me? 

That's just Eddie. - How d'you like the university? 
Oh it's... a place to go every day. 
Sounds great. You don't like it much? 
Not much. 
Awful hard work? 
Hard because meaningless. For me anyway. 
Ah could have gone. Seems a long time ago now. 
Ah had plans. Now Ah work in Branger's Store, 
in the tube room. It's kind of meaningless 
there too. But the money's good an' Ah'm 
savin’ up. 


Lucky girl! 


Nice and patronising. Do you patronise Eddie 
too? 


I'm sorry. What do you want me to say? 


Say anything you like but don't tell me Ah'm 
a lucky girl! 


Terence: 
Ellen: 
Terence: 


Ellen; 


Terence: 


Ellen: 


Terence: 
Ellen: 
Terence: 
Ellen: 
Terence; 
Ellen: 
Terence: 


Ellen; 


Terence; 


Ellen: 


Did you really want to go up there? 

Sure thing. To get t' hell out of this. 

Then why didn't you? 

Somebody had t' start earning. That's what they 
told me. Robert was inside. Eddie was still at 
school. Ah hadn't any choice. Not that it did 
any good. More booze for Monty, that's all it 
meant, 


Your father? 


Ah don't suppose Eddie said much about him 
either. 


I know he's... crippled. 

You're not kiddin't! 

Is that why youtre saving? 

Yes, I'm clearin' out. As soon as Ah can. 
Where will you go? 

Ah don't know. Anywhere. 

Cigarette? 


Thanks. Eddie's always on about you. What've 
you done to him? 


We argue like hell. But somehow, I don't know, 
wetve managed to become friends. 


It's like that sometimes. How'd you meet up with 
a boy like Eddie? 


Terence: 


Ellen; 


Terence: 


Ellen; 


Terence; 


Ellen: 
Terence; 


Ellen: 


Terence: 


Ellen: 


Terence: 
Ellen; 
Terence; 
Ellen: 
Terence: 


Ellen; 


One Sunday evening I went along to the 
anarchist study group - and there he was, 
making a speech. A good speech too. 

And you were converted. 


Not entirely. But I was interested - and 
we went on from there. 


He doesn't go anymore. 

Yes, I've missed him these past two weeks, 
I wondered if something might be wrong - 
he might be ill or something. 

Not Eddie. 

Well, what's wrong, then? 

Maybe he thinks he's done enough talking. 
Maybe he wants some action. Like his big 
brother. Robert goes in for action. 
Sounds quite a character this Robert. 

He is. You'll like him. He beats up the 
the police quite a lot. They don't get in 
his way if they can help it. - Youtve got 
grey hairs. 

Qne or two. 

Quite a few. Youtre getting old. 

I'm twenty-one. 

Ah'll be twenty next month. 

You're getting on yourself, aren't you? 
D'you know something? Eddie talks a helluva 
lot about you. Terence the poet says this 
an' Terence the poet says that. Ah had a 


picture of you as a strong, forceful 
character. But youtre not like that at all. 


a 


Terence; 


Ellen: 


Terence: 


Ellen: 


Terence: 


Bllen: 


Terence; 


Ellen: 


Terence; 
Ellen: 
Terence: 
Ellen: 
Terence: 
Ellen: 


Terence: 


Ellen: 
Terence; 


Ellen; 


ol 


I'm always disappointing people. 

I'm glad, though. I like you the way you 
are. Strong, forceful characters don't 
appeal to me very much. 

Why not? 

Most of it's fake; don't you think so? 
Ah mean, nobody's really strong - Ah 
mean really strong. 

What about Robert? 

Oh, he's not strong. He's like a big 
baby most of the time. = You bite your 
nails too. 


Are you like this with everybody? 


Ah saw you comin' down the road. Nervous 
asa kitten. Why? 


How do you know I'll. tell the truth? 
You're a poet. 

Poets can lie. 

You wont. 

I believe youtd know if I did. 

Tell me. 


Well now. Letts see. You say I was 
nervous. 


Skip the rhetoric. You looked up. 
Yes, I looked up. Well, if you must know - 


You thought I was Eddie. 


Terence: If you know, why ask? 

Ellen: You were scared stiff. Why? 

Terence: It's difficult... 

Ellen: You were going to turn round and go away. 
And when you knocked that door you didn't 
really want anybody to answer. JI know 


that knock. 


Terence; Strange faces inspire some people. They 
frighten me. 


Ellen: Do I still frighten you? 
Terence; A little. 


Ellen: You don't frighten me. In fact, Ah like 
you. 


Terence: That's just it. I like you. 
Ellen: Then what's the trouble? 
Terence: Well, maybe I'm afraid you might,,. stop 


liking me. 


(Monty is heard calling from the bedroom: 'Ellen! 
#ITenl? The girl puts one finger to her Tips? TSsh.! 
They sit in silence.) as a 


Ellen: He's been on the jake all day. He's sleeping 
it off. 


(Again the calling; ‘Ellen! Ellen, d'ye hear? D'tye 
hear?! With a sigh she rises and goes into the room.) 


Monty: Who's wi' ye in there? 

Ellen; Nobody. 

Monty: Yetre a liar. Ah want up. Is Eddie not back yet? 
Ellen: No, wo. Go back t' sleep. 

Monty: Ah want up. 

Ellen: It's... It's Terence. 

Monty: Who? 

Ellen: Eddie's pal. 

Monty: Terence. Come on, Ah'm gettin’ up. 

Ellen: Ye know what happened the last time Ah tried +' 


lift ye. Ye nearly broke yer neck. Eddie an!’ 
Robert'1ll no' be long. 


Monty: Send that fella in here. 
Ellen: Don't be daft. 
t' say t' that boy. Tell 


Monty: Ahtve got somethin' 
. him Ah want him. 


Ellen: He doesn't want t' hear it. 


Monty ( calling ): Terence! 


Ellen: Swine! 


(She returns to Terence.) 


He wants you. He's... He's drunk. = Go ahead. 


He might bore ye t' 
Not yet anyway. 


(Terence enters the bedroom.) 


tears but he doesn't bite. 


Monty: 
Terence; 


Monty: 


Terence: 
Monty: 
Terence; 


Monty: 


Terence: 


Monty: 


Terence: 
Monty: 
Terence; 
Monty: 
Terence: 


Monty: 


Terence: 


Gome in, come in. 

Want the light on? 

There's no light. (Clapping the bed with his 
hand.) Sit doon, sit doon. Ye're not at ease 
in the dark, is that it? 

No, it's alright. 

Ah hiv somethin’ t' tell you, Terence. 

What's that? 

Ye'll hiv a wee drap o' the stuff. (He pours 
drinks.) Ah think you'll understand awright, 
beint an educated man. - Dtye smoke? 


Thanks. 


It's no often ye get the chance o' a wee confab 
wit an educated man. It's the will o' the Maker 


that Ah should be in the state ye see me in. An' 


itts no' for me or you t' question that Will. 
Ahtm not a' Ah should be but Ah'm no' as far 
gone as... 

What was it you wanted to say? 

Diye smell burnin’? 

No. 


Like a hair mattress burnin'? 


I cantt smell it. 


It lingers, ye know. It lingers in the aif, that 


smell. 


Yes. 


lo 


Monty: Is she oot there? 
Terence: Ellen? 


Monty: Shut that door, anyway. It's better shut. - 
Ye hivnae known Eddie long, hiv ye? 


Terence; About a year. 
Monty: You're the first. 
Terence; First what? 


Monty: Friend. It's as if we've been sittin! here in 
the dark a long long time waitin’ for it t! 
happen. And now it’s happened. It had t! 
happen. (He drinks; shudders.) It's bluidy 
poison! 


Terence: Why'd you drink it? 


Monty: What? - Oh, a guid man's weakness. ~ Are ye 
religious? 


Terence: No, not really. 


Monty: They yins are no! religious. The're athiests 
an' anarchists an' thieves. For Robert an' 
Ellen - that's mibe 0 K. But that's no' for 
Eadie. It's not for me. An it's not for 
you. Witoot religion, we sink - you, me, 
Eddie - doon, doon, doon. Ye see whit Ah'm 
gettin’ at? 


Terence: I don't understand. Why only us? 


Monty: Drink up, drink up. Ah'm tryin! t! tell ye 
somethin’. Ditye like it - the wine? 


Terence: You just said it was poison. 


Honty: 


Terence: 


Monty: 


Terence: 


Monty: 


Terence: 


Monty: 


It's poison. Hee, hee. But it keeps ye goin'. 
Keeps the old bowels movin'. The only thing is: 
when ye shut yer eyes. It's horrible. Oot here 
it's dark, But no' inside. It's light inside. 
It's a' lit up inside an’ ye can see everythin’. 


You shouldn't stay cooped up in here. 


Think it's a twist Ah've got in the brain. Get 
int’ the light, eh? Get oot the dark tunnel ant 
int! the sunlight. It's a long tunnel, son, a 
long, long windin't tunnel. In fact, it's a! 
there is. Juist wan big long tunnel. Ye get 
used t? it. Ye accept it. Ye even get t' like 
it. 


You don't have to. 


Go away, Terence, go away. It's poison. Ah'm 
tellin' ye. Ah know ma own son. Ah know he's 
weakness. Ant he knows Ah know. An' that's 
why - he spits on me! 


Eddie? 


EDDIE EDDIE EDDIE! See here where Ah'm lyin'. 
This is where we laid Anita, he's wee sister. 
She wis only a year old when she died. He used 
t' play wi' her at day long. A whole year they 
were thegether. An’ every day wis summer. 


But then the darkness came. An' we laid her 
here in the corner in a wee white coffin. An' 
that night Eddie came ben here an’ lifted her 
oot the coffin ant kerried her wit him t* hets 
ain bed. 


In the mornin! he's mother foun! them there 
thegether. Christ Ah can hear her screams 

yet. Ant Ah had tt take Anita away fae him. 

He was greetin' because he couldnae make her 
smile. An! Ah soothed him, for Ah loved him. 
Ahtve always loved him. Ah can still feel him 
clingin' t' me the way he did that day. Some 
nights when Ah'm sittin! here Ah think Ah can 
feel he's wee hauns roon me. But it's different 
now. Ah know him better'n he knows he'self. If 
he comes t' me again Ah'11l soothe him. Ah want 
+! save him. T! save him! 


Terence: Can anybody save anybody? 


Monty: Lift me, Terence. Int! the chair. 


(Terence lifts him out of the bed and seats him in the 
wheelchair. ) 


That's better. That's better. 


Terence: D'you want me to go? 
Monty: Wait. Ah hivnae told ye about yesterday, 
Terence: What happened yesterday? 


Monty: Youtve been in colleges an' read books. You 
should be able t' see whit's happenin’ here. 


Terence: Colleges don't teach everything. 


Monty: Ha, hal Ma very words the day Aah took Ellen 
away fae the school. That time he came up here 
wit he's hat in he's hand. A teacher fae the 
school. Wit hets wee sherp eyes a' red wi' 
waterin'., Agony an' misery oozin' oot o' him. 
He could underston' nothin' = nothin'! But 
he wis tryin' t' tell me! Said he admired Ellen 
for her marvellous brain. Ah asked him wis he 
sure it wisnae her marvellous behind he admired. 
Hee, hee. 


Then he got at in@ignant-like. Wisnae in the 
habit o' takin' that kind o' interest in he's 
girls. Hee, hee. Well, Ah had an idea aboot 
that wee man. So Ah asked him whit he thought 
o' Eddie. aAn' lo an! behold he's eyes stopped 
waterin' an' he's whole face brightened up like 
a day in summer. - An' Ah knew ma man, Terence, 
Ah knew ma man. 


Terence: But about yesterday? 


Monty: Oh, aye. Yesterday. Yesterday ye're sweet Eddie 
came in here when he thought Ah wis sleepin’... 


(Sudden hubbub of voices and laughter from the lobby.) 


That's them noo. Listen. Yesterday Eddie set 
ma bed on fire. Ah watched him. He was tryin' 
t*' murder me. Mattress and blankets at burnt 
t' bits. Can ye no! smell it? If it wisnae 
for Robert... 


(The door opens. Eddie.) 


Eddie: Terence. 


Terence: Hello Eddie. 


(Terence steps into the lobby beside Eddie. Eddie is 

a strikingly handsome boy of nineteen. he wears a leather 
jacket and his hair is clipped very short. He stares 

a moment into the darkness before closing the door.) 


I came up with some books. I didn't know there 
was gonna be a party, 


Eddie: That's 0 K. Come on, Ah want t' talk t' ye. 


(Robert, a burly scarred-face man in his upper thirties 


appears at the living-room door, holding a bottle and a 
glass. He has a good-natured, tolerant air. He is a 


little drunk.) 


Robert: 
Ellen: 
Eddie; 
Robert: 


Eddie: 


Robert: 


Hey where yese off tae? We'tve got company here. 
Ahtm just puttin' out the tea, Eddie. 

Ah'll not be long. 

Whit's up? 


Nothin!, brother. Ah'm just goin' out for a, 
wee while. Wit Terence here. 


You're Terence, eh? 


(Lizzie, a woman of forty, comes from the living room. 
Her vivacious manner owes something to the wine but she 
is by nature a lively interesting woman. ) 


Lizzie: 
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Goint doon the road, Eddie? Get us a half-bottle 


ant ten fags. 


(As she hands money to Eddie, Matthew, her campanion, 


appears. He is a generously proportioned man in his 
mid forties. ) 


Robert: 


Lizzie: 


Robert: 


Whit is this? We've got plenty o' bevy. 
You haud yer tonguel 


Right haud these. 


(He hands bottle and _giass to Matthew who helps himself 
to a drink before putting the bottle down. Robert and 
Lizzie come to grips playfully.) 


Matthew: 


Eddie: 
Matthew: 


Eddie: 


Get stuck right intae her, Robert. ~- Get me 
a half-bottle an' at, Eddie. Ant a coupla 
screwtaps. Here's half-a-note. 


Ahtm not ecartin' you up the stair, mind. 
Nobody ever had tt cart me up the stair. 


Yetve a bad memory, Matthew. 


(Matthew takes Terence's hand.) 


Matthew: 


Ellen: 


Ellen 
a duet.) 
Lizzie: 
Robert: 
Matthew: 


Lizzie. 
Robert ~ 


Matthew: 


Eddie: 


Ah'tm Matthew Maguire an' any friend o' Robert's 
is a friend of mine. An! that goes for Lizzie 
tae. 


There's tea there if anybody's interested. 


oes into Monty's room. Lizzie and Robert sing 


Only last night over tea 
Baron Rothschild said to me 


She's away wit it. 


Oh I wonder what it feels like 
To be poor 


Yer bum's oot the winda! 


We're goin't. 


(Eddie _and Terence go onto the landing. Only Robert 
stays by the door.) 
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Robert: Hope ye're no! doin' a bunk on me, Eddie. 


Eddie: Don't be daft. 
Robert: Terence. Wetre hivin' a party. You're 
invited. 


Terence; Thanks... but - 


Robert: No buts. Youtre invited. Ah don't care if 
ye are a poet. That doesnae make no odds. 
We're at daft, right? 


Terence: Right. 
(They move downstairs and out of sight. Robert stays 
by the door, bawling after them. 


Robert; Eddie. If ye see anybody doon there wit a 
guitar, send them up. Wetre gonnie have a 
party. Tell them Robert's oot the can. 
Tell them Ah beat the bastards an‘ Ah'll 
do it again. 


Ellen: Robert. Robert. Whit ye shoutin' for? 
Robert: Who's shoutin'? Ahtm no! shoutin'. 
Ellen: The auld yin wants ye. 


(Robert picks up bottle.) 


Robert: Here. That's whit he wants. 


(In his room Monty is sitting in front of the window. 
He is leaning slightly forward to see out. Ellen 


Teaves the bottle beside him and goes without a word.) 


16 


Monty; 


~ 
NO 


I built a house for my pain 
to unload black secrets: there 
hoard each gnawing despair 
and keep under bolt my shame 


hee, hee, hee, hee, hee. 


It's poison. Bluidy poison, 


(Terence and Bddie. An alcove goat in a local dive. on 


is pouring pouring from a RalF-bottle:)~ 


Eddie: 


Terence: 


Eddie: 


Terence: 


Eddie: 
Terence: 


Eddie: 


Terence: 


Eddie: 


Know what they call this place? - The cowboy 
pub. Only shop in the city o' Glasgow where 
ye can buy a bottle o' wine an' slug it on 
the premises. 

Is that against the law? 

Tyach, who cares? The cops get the'r bung on 
a Saturday night ant ignore the joint for the 
rest o' the week. Everybody's happy. Here's 
the best! 


Cheers! - Whattve you been doing with yourself 
lately? 


Lookin! for work. 

Any luck? 

The place is dead. 

I thought there was plenty of work going. 


Ahim tellin’ ye: the place is deaal!l 


Terence; 


Eddie: 


Terence; 


Bddie: 


Terence: 


Eddie: 


Terence: 


Eddie: 


Terence: 


Eddie: 


Terence; 
Eddie: 
Terence: 


Eddie: 


Terence: 


Eddie: 


Terence: 


Well. They can't exploit you. That's 
something anyway. 


Can the no'? Wait till yetve been two years 
on the dole. 


Itve never heard you complaining. You've 
time to read ~ 


Christ even Robert had that: an! Peterhead's 
no bluidy picknick. 


What kind of job you looking for? 

They sent me efter wan shovelin' coal doon 
at the depot. Took wan look at me. It's 
no' men they want there: it's horses. 

You could do better'n that, Eddie. Surely. 
Ahtll find somethin'. 

Why the sudden panic t!' get into harness? 


Tt get some money, t' bugger off. You know 
the score. 


Are you annoyed I came? 
Doesn't matter now. 
You are annoyed though. 


Well, ye'tve seen whit it's like. The auld yin's 
Sick + in here! 


Then youtre. Giving up the study group? 
Aye, Ah'm finished wi' that lark. 


I thought you were getting something out of it. 
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Eddie; 


Terence: 


Eddie: 


Terence: 


Eddie: 


Terence; 


Eddie; 


Terence: 
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Ah got somethin' out of it all right. Ah found 
out that when people like us start talkin' 
politics we're usually juist hidin' fae the real 
problem. We use big long words to cover up the 
real conflict. 


Yes but - 


Therets John Alders - the oldest socialist in 
Glasgow. The only man they couldnae buy = the 
only man that never betrayed the cause, He's 
attacked everythin' ant everybody. Royalty, 
parliament, the lot. He denounced Stalin for 
betrayin' the revolution in Russia. He's 
denounced Franco because he's still shootin’ 
anarchists. Everybody that ever set himself 

up as a leader Alders has denounced him. But 

do you know whit he's really been denouncin' a! 
through the years - he's old man! He'ts old man 
that used t' gie him the big stick: that wis the 
only tyrant. But the great John Alders couldnae 
denounce he's old man: he's old man wis a good 
fella accordin' t' John. So he had t* find 
substitutes. An' for sixty years he's been 
kiddin' he'self on. An Ahtm no' gonnie be 
another John Alders, no thanks. 


Yes. But he may still have achieved something 
worthwhile. We don't always know why we'fre 
doing things. 


The thing is: he's been in the dark all he's 
life. That's all that's important t' me. Ah'd 
rather be dead than hiv t' drag oot an 
existence in the dark. 


Well, if you're giving up the study group we 
wont be seeing much of each other from now on. 


Ah'm doin' ye a favour. The study group bored 
you... Ah know... Ye cannie kid me, Terence, 


I see. 
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Eddie: You only come to the study group because of 
our friendship. It sticks out a mile. 


Terence: Then youtre breaking with the study group 
because you want to break with me. It 
comes to that, doesn't it? And isn't that 
rather like hiding from something. Bring 


it into the open, Baddie. Tell me what you're 
afraid of. 


(Four youths troop past the table. One, Jackie, bears 


on his: right cheek a much less homely scar than Robert's. 


Eddie: Hiya, Jackie! 
Jackie: Hello, there. Hear the big fella‘ts oot. 


Badie: Aye. 


(Jackie and the other three station themselves at the 
bar.) : 


Ah see a record-player in the offing - Mibe 
Robert's gonnie hiv a real party! 


leaves Terence and joins Jackie at the bar. Ellen, 
tr a light raincoat, sits down beside Terence.) 


Terence: Hello. What'il it be? 


Ellen: Ah'1ll leave it to you. 


(Terence goes to the bar.) 


Terence: 


Gin and tonic. And a whiskey, please. 


(Baddie and Jackie and his friends make a great deal of 
noise. 


Ellen: 
Terence: 
Ellen: 


Terence: 


Ellen: 


Terence: 
Ellen: 


Terence: 


Bllen: 


Terence: 


Ellen: 


Terence: 
Ellen: 


Terence: 


What is it? 
Gin and tonic. 
Is it good? 


I don't know if it's good. But plenty of woman 
drink it. 


Yours is whiskey anyway. A man's drink. 


I'm not too keen on this stuff. (Taking up wine 
bottle.) 


Cheap wine. That's the unemployed's drink - 
burroo-waller's brew. 


You here to keep an eye on Eddie? 


Robert gets maudlin without him. - What's he 
doin! over there? 


Trying to borrow a record-player. I think. 


He'll get more than a record-player if he sticks 
long wi' that crowd. 


He'll be all right. 
What was Monty sayin'? 


I'm still trying to puzzle most of it out. 
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Ellen: 
Terence: 
Bllen: 
Terence; 
Ellen: 


Terence: 


Ellen: 


Terence; 


Ellen: 


Terence: 


Ellen: 


(Jackie and his friends pass, still noisy. Eddie comes 


On about religion, I suppose. 

Yes. 

And Anita? 

Yes. 

It never changes. 

I think he should get out of that room. 


He never will. Till they carry him out ina 
box. 


What's wrong with him? - I mean really wrong. 


Who can tell? - It's probably got something 
t' do with Anita. He was to blame. But that 
was long ago. 


To blame for what? 


It was an accident. One night he was drunk. 
He didn't know what he was doing. He took 
the baby's cot over to the fire beside him. 
And when he dozed off the cot went up in 
flames. The baby died next day. And shortly 
after that my mother died. He's never really 
been any good since. 


to the table.) 


Eddie: 


Ellen: 


fell Robert Ah'tll be up in a minute. Ah'm 
gettin’ the loan of a record-player an' some 
records. Ah'm goin' up t' Jackie's. 


What about the carry-out? 
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Eddie; 
Ellen; 


Eddie: 


Ellen: 
Eddie: 
Terence: 
Ellen: 
Terence: 
Ellen: 
Terence: 


Ellen: 


Terence: 
Ellen: 


Terence: 


Ellen: 
Terence: 


Ellen: 


Terence: 


Here it is. 

Ahtll take it up. 

Suit yerself. - Dtye fancy her, Terence? She'd 
suit you right down t' the ground. Bourgeois 
accent too when she feels like it. (Going away.) 
Even says 'Good morning! when she gets up. 

In a stink-hole like ours, that takes some doin’. 
See yese! 

What's got into him? 

He wants to be a man. 

What's that supposed to mean? 

He has his battles to fight. 


But he's not fighting: he's running away. 


Yes, like me. Maybe that's the only way ye ever 
really win. 


You don't believe that for a minute. 
You don't understand. 


If you face up to things. That's the only way 
you can win. Get things thrashed out. 


People get hurt that way. 

People get hurt whatever you do. 

Dontt be too hard on Eddie. He has his own way 
of fighting back. My problem's different. All 
I have to do is walk away. The only question is 


when and where. 


Eddie's problem's that old man up there, right? 


Ellen: 
Terence: 
Ellen: 
Terence: 
Ellen: 
Terence: 
Ellen: 


Terence: 


Hllexn: 
Terence: 
Ellen: 


Terence: 


Ellen; 
Terence: 


Ellen: 


Terence: 
Ellen: 
Terence: 
Ellen: 
Terence: 


Ellen; 


And you. 

Me? 

Yes. Don't you come into it as well? 
In what way? 

You're the friend. 

You're talking like Monty. 

Itve had t' listen to him often enough. 


If Eddie didn't have any friends, there'd be no 
problem: is that it? 


A certain kind of friendship. 
Like what? 
Oh I don't know. 


Well, what have I got to do with what happened 
yesterday? 


Yesterday? 
To Monty. 


He was drunk. He forgot to put his fag out and 
set the bedclothes on fire. He's done it before. 


He told me it was Eddie. 

It was himself. 

Then why blame Eddie? 

Look, Monty's half-gone: I'm telling you! 

Yes but Eddie. Why not Robert or why not you? 
Because Eddie means some thing to him. We don't 
matter, never have. It was always Eddie. Ye 


can't grapple wit a problem like that. Ye've 
just got to try an' get away from it. 


Terence: 


Ellen: 


Terence: 


Ellen: 


Terence: 


Elien: 


Terences 


Ellen: 


Terence: 


Ellen: 


Terence: 


Ellen: 


Terence: 


Ellen: 


Eddie's just after telling me he wants to 
understand, he doesn't want to live his life 
in the dark. If you want to understand you 
have to confront the problem. 

Ahtd leave him to it, if Ah were you. 

But Itm part of the problem: you said so. 
Yes, 

Perhaps if I just walked away -~ 

Maybe you should. Just get up and go away. 
Now. Forget you ever saw Eddie or any of us. 
You have your studies - 

To hell with my studies. They let you study 
anything you like so long as it's static and 
dead. I'm interested in living things. If 

I had any conscience I'd be sweeping streets. 
Then you've no problem. Go some place where 
there's no end of nice dirty streets - and 


start sweeping! 


Thanks but it's not just that easy, as you 
very well know. 


You afraid youtll never be any good as @ 
writer? 


If I stick where I am I!1l never be any good 
as anything. 


It's you for it. 
T'll go if you want me to. Just say the word. 


What I want doesn't come into it. 


Terence: 


Ellen: 


Terence: 
Ellen: 


Terence: 


Ellen: 


Terence: 


Ellen: 


Terence: 
Ellen: 


Terence: 


(Back in the house Robert also is proposing a toast. Lizzie 
and Matthew hold glasses at the ready. Eddie is setting up 


& record-player.) 


Robert: 


Yes it does. For me. 


It's hard to make you out. I'm not sure what 
you're after. 


What I'm after? ~ I'm Eddie's pall 
I know. 


What do you think I am? I'm not after anything. 
I was invited to a party, remember? 


You're a free agent. But I can't see what you've 
got in common with Robert or Matthew or Lizzie. 


Look, Ellen. I was born in a dilapidated old 
tenement not half~-a-mile from here. We weren't 
even tenants - we were lodgers, One time my 
father went away for sixty days for stealing two 
blankets because his children were cold at night. 
My mother scrubbed stairs for the toffs out at 
Langside. I'ma prole, Ellen. A prole. JI belong 
among no other class of people, and I don't want 
to, 


Then you're the first prole I ever met who wanted 
to stay a prole. 


It's a struggle. 
Well, here's to the struggle. 


To the struggle! 


To the people who are the people! 
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Lizzie: Right, come oan. A song, somebody. 
Matthew: Ah'll gie yese a song. 
Lizzie: Tyach, gie somebody else a chance. 


Eddie (looking through records): Whit d'ye want t' hear, 
Lizzie? 


Lizzie: Give us Cliff, doll. 


Matthew (tonelessly): The bells are ringing 
For me and my gal 
The parson's waiting 
For me and my gal 
Dum dum de-dum de-dum de-dum 
Dum-dum dum-dum 
De-dum dum dum 
In love's land 
For me and my gal 


(A devastating silence.) 


Whit are you lookin! at? 
Lizzie: That's whit Ah'm tryin't t' figure oot. 


Matthew (vendor-like): Hawk yer mutton! - Hey when's that 
lassie comin' wit the refreshments 
we ordered? 


Eddie: Any minute. 


Robert: Don't fret, Matthew. We've enough here t!' keep us 
goint till Christmas. (He fills glasses all round.) 


Matthew: Hey, Robert =~ Whit did the bowly leggit man sing 
tt the bowly leggit wummin before he jumped on tap 
ot her? (Singing.) You were bent for me... Ha ha} 


(Vendor-like again.) Hairy pies! 


(ddie puts on a record: dance music. Robert lifts Lizzie 
and they dance. Eddie sits down peside Matthew.) 


Matthew: 
Eddie; 
Matthew; 
Eddie: 
Matthew: 
Hddie: 
Matthew; 
Eddie: 


Matthews 


bid ye hear the wan aboot the good policeman? 
No. 

He was fount deid. Heeach! 

Thatts no’ very funny. 

Well. Ye can only try. 

How are things wi' Quigley these days? 

Pretty steady. 

Any jobs goin'? 


Oh ye wuldnae fancy the pick and shovel, Eddie. 


26 


(Matthew picks up the books and starts leafing through them.) 


Eddie: 


Matthew: 


Eddie: 


Matthew: 
Eddie; 


Matthew: 


Eddie: 


What makes ye think that? 


Get intae a trade. Ye're young enough yet. 


Ahtve watched them diggin' the roads. Ah could 
do it. 


It's hard bluidy graft. 
Therets money in it, isn't there? 


Well. If ye like ye could come o'er first thing 
on Monday mornin’, - These your books? 


No. 


Matthew (reading from cover): Perey Bysshe Shelley. That's 


Eddie: 


Matthew: 


a funny name - Bysshe. How 
dtye say that? 


I don't know. Ah never read poetry. Ah hate 
poetry. 


Wis he the man that wrote the ode tae a Night in 
Jail? 


Eddie: 


Matthew; 


Eddie: 


Matthew; 


Eddie: 


Matthew: 


Eddie: 


Matthew: 


Eddie: 


Matthew: 


Rddie: 


Matthew: 


Lizzie: 
Matthew: 


Lizzie: 
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Ye think Ah'll get started if Ah g' o'er? 


Aye ye'll get started. Ask for Mr Johnstone. 
Tell him Ah sent ye. 


Ah wont let ye down. 


If ye get workin' beside me Ah'll be able t! 
show ye the ropes. But it's graft, mind. 


Ah can work. 


Sure ye can. In a week or so ye'tll be well int! 
the swing of it. - Ye winshin', Eddie? 


No. 


Tyaaaach, Ahtll bet ye've a wee pit of stuff 
somewhere. 


Maybe. 


Ye want some dough, daen't ye? That means ye've 
a wummin hangin' ont! ye. It's always the same. 
Looks is no good witoot dough. You've got the 
looks but ye hivnae got the dough. See if ye've 
got money, Eddie, ye can get any wummin - any 
wummin. 


Who wants any woman? 

Keep them in finery and luxury, gie them plenty 
ot booze = and they'll settle for that. It 
doesnae matter if ye've a coupon on ye like a 
rotten tomato. - Take Lizzie there. Whit have 
&h no! given that wummin? 

A helluva lot. 

Oh ye're listening. 


Oh yetre awfy simple. 


0 


Hear that? Yetre watched like a hawk. Every wee 
word's cast up t! ye again sooner or later. 


Well, ye shouldnae talk so loud. 


finishes. Lizzie comes forward and lights 


: 


rtte. Robert “replenishes the glasses. 


Robert, was it Magonagle that wrote the ode t’ 
a Night in Jail? 


D'iye hear aboot Big Kearns gettin’ three months 
for breach? 


For breach? 

He had twenty-three previous convictions. 
MeCorquadale wis on the bench that day. 
Aye he wis in a bad mood. 


Tyach, MeCorquadale's a walk. Everybody knows the 
team he supports. 


Well, Big Kearns didnae. 


| 


Well, your honour, Ah wis about t' render ma humble 
apologies when the ruffian starts hurlin' abuse at 

me. He wis f'n an' ctn, your honour, sir, in a most 
offensive and objectionable manner. An* Ah took it 
upon me ¢' tell him, sir, that this was a respectrable 
neighbourhood - we were in Langside Rd, your honour - 
an' decent respectrable people were not used t' that 
kind of filthy insultin' language. An' Ah said: If 

you do not desist forthwith, my good man, I shall 

call an officer and have you removed. Whereupon, your 
honour, sir, he starts bawlint an’ shoutin' that Ah'm 
nothin't but a dirty Queen's Park supporter. I answered: 
Yist I am a Queen's Park supporter and proud of it - 
hiv bin for seventeen yeara (Ah said) through rain an' 
shine, followin' them loyally from the first division 
t' the second division ~ an Ah wuld folly them further 
doon if there wis ony further they could go. He then 
shook hets fist in ma face, your honour, sir, ant said 
Ah could folly them int' the Mull's Mire for at he 
cared. An‘ then, your honour, sir, ant Ah'm ready t! 
swear it on the Good Book, he pulled ma black-and-white 
Queen's Park supporters’ scarf aff ma neck an! threw it 
int! the gutter. Then he proceeded to do a dance on top 
of it, sir, and made off. When the police came Ah wis 


only shoutin' for help, your honour, sir, but they thought 


it had bin me that wis daen a! the cursin' and swearin! 
but it misnae as Ah've tried ma best t' explain, your 
honour sir, it wis this block... 


Matthew (hand raised): Sixty days, ye bastard, an' the 
baton over the testicles! 


(Lizzie rises and takes Eddie by the hands, ) 


Lizzie (singing): Let's twist again 
Like we did last summer... 


(Eddie places another record on the turntable.) 


el 


a 
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Robert: Come on, Eddie, boy, give us some action. 


Eddie: O K: here we go! 


(Eddie's dance starts with the support of everybody's 
hands. As it grows more abandoned Matthew fi falls off, 


then Lizzie, due a_ little “to o embarrassment 0b: but mainly mainly 
to the fact that Mo: Mont y ty has suddenly appeared in the 
doorway. The record finishes. Lizzie lifts her coat. 
Eddie freezes at the “sight of his father. Robert turns 


to face Monty. ) 


Lizzie: Come on, you. = We're goint, Robert. 
Robert; Whit's up? 
Lizzie: Ahtve a feelin' the party's aboot o'er. 


(Ellen and Terence come in behind Monty. Ellen hands the 
carry-ou 0 bizzie. "This is yours." "? anks dear." 
Matthew turns round with a "See yese" before following | 
Lizzie “out. ) 


Robert: Well? 


(Squirming, Monty tries to retreat but Rabert holds the 
chair fast.) 


Come on. Youtve kept the lights oot in this 
hoose long enough. - Give us yer spiel! 


(Robert pushes the chair towards Eddie.) 


Monty: Could ye no! see the way the were lookin' at ye? 
Laughin! at ye? 


Robert: 


Monty: 


That's a load o' crap! 


Ah could see, Hadie. It'd sicken ye. 


(Eddie turns away from his father.) 


Eddie: 


Monty: 


Eadie: 


Monty: 


Roberts: 


Ah don't want t' hear it. 


Remember how they put a name on ye once. 
When ye were only a laddie. Remember whit 
it wis, Eddie? An' ye came t' me. They 
had it chalked up in the close, remember, 
Bddie, ant ye wuldnae goot. 


Shut it, shut it! 


Ask Bllen. Ah got her t' goot wit a cloth 

T!' wipe it aff, Hddie. Am Ah right or am 

Ah wrong? Ant the next day they had it 
chalked on every step o' the stair fae the 
close-mooth right up +' the ootside door 
there. An't ye came t' me, Eddie. Ye came 

£' me. An! Ah got Ellen t* goot wit a cloth 
ant a pail o' water t? wipe an' wipe an! wipe 
it at aff. 


When ye came t* me Ah helped ye. 


Aye ye helped him awright. Ye helped him 
like ye helped me that day in the court 
when Ah wis only sixteen ant ye couldnae 
say a good word in ma favour an! Ah went t! 
porstal for four years. 


You wanted t' keep him at tt yersel' - t' 
preak he's spirit under yer ain load o' 
guilt =< let him bear it for ye, is that no! 
it? 


But hets no* like you, Monty. He's no' wan 
wee bit Likenyou. Hes & man. ye don't hiv 
t1 be feart he might hit the skids. Can ye 
not ston up? Whit's wrang wit ye? Ye'tre in 
that wheelchair because ye're feart t* walk 
in the street because ye hivnae even the guts 
t' be a queer! 
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(Bddie rushes out. Terence catches him on the landing.) 


jean einem eames ete eee nme te a SS 


Terence: Eddie. 

Eddie: Get away from me! 

Terence: What dtyou think I am? That old man's sick. 
Never mind what he thinks. I'm your friend, 


only your friend = you know that. 


Eddie: Ah don't know anything. 


Hee goes downstairs. Terence turns to find Ellen in 
@ open doorway.) 


Terence: Come home with me. 


(E llen walks out, leaving the door wide open. Monty comes 
through the lobby towards his own room. Robert dashes from from 


the living-room behind Monty.) 


Robert; T' the sins ye never had the courage ¢' commit] 


(Monty stops. Then moves into his own room. Robert 
speaks 11 in a whisper, a little shame-faced, before he 
drinks.) 


The only sins that cannae be forgiven. 


(Ellen and Terence. A light goes on in Terence’s flat as 
they enter. It is a warm comfortable room: _study, _bedroom, 


living-room in one, _ “There | is a kitchen recess. On the 


desk a typewriter, a mass of papers and books.) 
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Terence: Well, make yourself comfortable. This is 
home. 


switches on.) 


Ellen: It's not bad, is it? 
Terence: Like some coffee? 
Ellen: Thanks. 


(Terence enters recess. Ellen wanders about in the 
direction of the desk.) 


Terence: Milk and sugar? 

Ellen: Black. Two sugars. - What are you writing? 
Terence: A play. 

Ellen: What's it about? 

Terence: Oh, people. 

Ellen: What kind of people? 

Terence: The only kind I know. 


. 
Bllen: Good people - bad people? 


(He comes back into the room.) 


Terence: Sort of in between. Like most people really. 
Ellen: And what do they do? 


Terence: They triumph. For once they triumph. 
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Ellen: Over what? 


Terence: Fear. Stupidity. Call it what you like. 


(He clears a space on the table.) 


But triumph implies sacrifice. And therein lies 
the tragedy. 


(He returns to recess.) 


Ellen: Eddie ever been here? 
Terence: No. He prefers pubs. 


Ellen: It's cosy. 


(He comes back with cups.) 


Terence: That's it. I like to see a woman relaxed. 

Ellen: It's not easy. 

Terence: Yes it is. 

Ellen: How? 

Terence: Just dream. 

Ellen: I never dream. 

Terence: Rot. Everybody dreams. Close your eyes. 

Ellen: Hmn. 

Terence: Youtve been running all day long: running away 
from the fierce burning sun that turns everything 
black. At last youtve found shade. Here. You 


don't have to run any more. It's milder here, 
peaceful. 


Ellen: 
Terence: 


Ellen: 


Terence: 
Ellen: 
Terence: 
Ellen: 
Terence: 
Ellen: 
Terence: 
Ellen: 
Terence: 
Ellen: 


Terence: 


That's a sweet dream. 


I've been building this refuge all my life. 


Youtve worked well. I feel I've known you all 


my life. 
Then stay. 
When I come back. 


You needn't ever go. 


There are things to be settied. 


You needn't be there. 

I want to be there. 
It'll be soon. 

Yes. 

Ttil go back with you. 
Everything's been said. 


Yes. It's up to Eddie. 


Now it's up to Eddie. 


(A bottle smashes on the pavement. A_girl, her head 


in her hands, 


with Eddie in the middle. 


screams. A punching and kicking match 
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(Lizzie is battering on the outside door of Monty's house, 
Robert opens.) 


Lizzie: 


It's trouble. 


(Robert emerges with a hatchet.) 


Eddie's in a fight in the street. 


(Eddie's face is ripped from beneath the eye to the 
corner of his mouth. He stumbles forward and passes 


Robert who takes Eddie's place in the middle, weilding 
the hatchet to good purpose. 


(Eddie gropes his way upstairs and into his father's 
room. During what follows all the light from the 
window should be on Monty's face. There should be 


no hint of anger or reproach in Eddie's words: only 
a kind of crazed tenderness. 


. Eddie: Ah've come t' ye, Monty. 


(He takes his father's hand and works the fingers into 
the wound. Monty twists away: the pain is his. 


(Eddie wags the bloodstained hand_in front of Monty's eyes. 


Monty: Why, Eddie, why? 
Eadie: It's ma blood. We'll wipe the wall clean, you 


ant me. We'll wipe the stair clean. Wi' this. 
We'll tell the whole world. 


(Monty bows his head.) 


Ah'm a man! 


(Ellen and Terence enter. Terences places a handkerchief 
over the wound.) 


Terence: Come on, Eddie, come on. 


(Between Terence and Ellen, Eddie goes downstairs, passing 
Lizzie, Matthew, Robert and some neighbours. At his 


window Monty raises his hand to the light.) 


